THE HAND OF ETHELBERTA
according to her first intention, would be little less awkward for her in the method of telling than in the facts to be told.
So the last hair was arranged and the last fold adjusted, and she sat down to await a new page of her history. Picotee sat with her, under orders to go into the next room when Lord Mountclere should call; and Ethelberta determined to waste no time, directly he began to make advances, in clearing up the phenomena of her existence to him ; to the end that no fact which, in the event of his taking her to wife, could be used against her as an example of concealment, might remain unrelated. The collapse of his attachment under the test might, however, form the grand climax of such a play as this.
The day was rather cold for the season, and Ethelberta sat by a fire ; but the windows were open, and Picotee was amusing herself on the balcony outside. The hour struck: Ethelberta fancied she could hear the wheels of a carriage creeping up the steep ascent which led to the drive before the door,
* Is it he ?5 she said quickly.
'No,' said Picotee, whose indifference contrasted strangely with the restlessness of her who was usually the coolest * It is a man shaking down apples in the garden over the wall5
They lingered on till some three or four minutes had gone by. ' Surely that's a carriage?1 said Ethelberta, then.
' I think it is,3 said Picotee outside, stretching her neck forward as far as she could. 'No, it is the men on the beach dragging up their boats; they expect wind to-night.3
' How wearisome! Picotee, you may as well come inside ; if he means to call he will; but he ought to be here by this time.'
It was only once more, and that some time later that she again said ' Listen !'
' That's not the noise of a carriage ; it is the fizz of
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